(Prom the “*Opal for 1548.]
The following verses by Longfellow bear the
simple title of “By the Sea-Side:"”
. The twilight is sad and »
mmﬂm:ﬂdmim.
And like the wings of sea birds
Flash the white caps of the sea.

Baut in the fisherman's

. There shines a ruddier light,

And s Pttle face at the window
Poers out into the night.

Close, close it hmﬂh the window,
As if those ch eyes

Were looking into the darkness,
To see some shape arise.

And a woman's waving shadow
Is passing to an fro,

Now rising to the ceilin
Now bowing and bemfin‘ low.

What tale does the roaring ocesn,

And the night wind, bleak and wild,
As it boais al Lhe crazy casement,

Tell to the little child?

And why do the roaring ocean,
And the night wind, wild and bleak,
As they beat at the heart of the mother,
Drive the color from her choek?

| Correspundence of the Newark Daty Advertses |
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Venice! beawiful Venice! Queen of the
Adriatic! How shall I describe thy strange
beauties, thy novelues and wonders! Artist
and poet alike have puinted and portrayed
thee, and yet pencil nor pen have created
unages ldelike and natural, Travelless
tell us that Venice is built in the sea, “that
its streets are capals,  and that “gondolas
are its hackney coaches.” * You are prepa.
red for all this—you picture what it will
sll look like—fancy palaces and houses
built in the water, gondolas shooung here
and there, and even imagine how the Doge's
Palace, aud St. Marks, the Bridge of Sighs,
and the Prisons, look by mooulight. You
arrive, and are rowed o vour hotel; and
my word for it, before the prow of the gon.
dola grates against its marble staps, the
strange reality of everything is even more
bewildening than your former dream.

Though this is my second visit, | still
feel as il in a sort of dream.land, and wan.
der about and look around me with all the
freshness and ardor of & new comer. For
two or three days we have been gondolier-
ing—a most easy, delightful mode of sight
seeng. Y-JUI g'}l'l‘.i'.'id s 4 Im,f, CANOL
shaped boat, painied black, the sicel prow
projecting far out of the water. Amidships
you sewt yourself, under 2 canopy maode of
black cloth, and on cushions soft as love's
pillow; at the sides are windows, 10 be
opened or closed at pleasure, and a litle
class door, in front, shuts you up in grand
exclusiveness, Forward stands the gondo.
lier, his iace towerds the bow, and behind
you, another, who pushes the stern oar.

You leave the steps of your palace hotel,
and with scarcely a perceplible motion, glide
away—over Lhe canals, between rows of
houses anchored, as it were, in the water;

churches and cathedrals ol rare and

curious architectare, into the Grand Canal,
lined on boih sides with its princely palaces,
fantastically designed, and thoogh discolored
Ly age and somewhat dilapidated, looking
Venace-like, habitable-palaces run mad; un.
der the bridge of the Rislto, and turning
suddenly some corner, shoot into a narrow
street, and under arches and bridges, so low,
they seemed ready to fall upon you.

And all this tune, you are looking on 2|

city of 115,000 inhabitants, and which, did
you not know better, you would ssy, had
been recently inundated up to the first floor,
on houses, closely and compactly built to.
gether, four and five stories high, with gra.
ted, lower windows and hall circular, reces
sed ones above, and yelliced marble balce.
nies, and scolloped eswves, and wall chimneys
that totter with age. ~ And bringing to here

and there, 10 visit a church nch in statues,
marbles, and Doge's tombs, or some gul.
lery, with Titian’s master-pieces, snd Tinto-
retto’s and Bonafazio’s; varying the dn)‘ by

a stroll over the Rialto—Shakspeare’'s Ri
alo, where “Auntonio spat upon the Jew's

gabcrdim." and “merchants most dsd con.
gregale —stopping 10 admire the gold-
smiths shops, that L:ne both sides e arch.

or to Jook wupoa the “Hunchback™ and its
railed circle, where bankrupt merchants en.
dured their pillory—or, halting hefore the
first church erecied in Venice, (in 459 by
the little colony, who, ﬁl.‘"l!lg from the
sword of the Hon Auwila and his barbaric
horde, settled like gulls on these water la.
goons. This you do for hours and return
again in wonder.

Silence reigns almost supreme; broken

only by the nppling of water, the cry of

the goodolies, or the chiming of bells. No
noise of carriage wheels, or tramp of horses;
no shulfing of foot passengers, no rumb
ling of cans. A hotse, or even a cow, are
amimals unknown here at Venice; for the
former they have no use, (save to illustrate
natural history) and poor brindle would find
ey or grass here equally scarce. You look
out of your window, and down below you
glides the water—and the funeral appear.
ance of all the gondolas, moving about like
phantows, half causes you to think, that
some pestilence has made the city silent,
and that the boats are the underakers’
hearses, shipped barge fashion.

Gardens they have vone, and scaresly a
tree, save on one or two little squares,
where they flourish like exotics, Wates
and milk are iwporations from the main.
land, and birds, | am sure, only come here
from stress of weather. In odd looking

stuck far wp wmjmdng window
sills, flowers blomn, seem o look re
proachfully on the waters, that have robbed
them of their fair allotment of carth. Poor
Venetians' strangers they, 1o the sautiment
and beauty, the religion and grandeur of the

hilisides and blooming valleys, of

k forests, and impending mountains.

You think you will walk for once, and
sallying out of a small side.door, find your.
sell ou terrg firma. Away you go through
narrow lanes—so nasrow, that the honses,
nodding to each other, almost  touch,
i\na:; ;nglu into some wider thoroughfare,

lined on either side with shops and cafes,
down crooked passages, dark and close,
over bri wdue—?:t, bat only for a mo-

ment. Youstep 1o the side of d[:’ecaml,
] into a gondols, and saying Piazzeua
rS:PMm. soon find yeursell safely land-
ed st the only promenade in Venice, where
you can safely stretch your legs. In a word,
as some one has said, “to walk, requires
pre-determination, and you order your gon-
dole, and go on purpose.

The people shop snd go to market, attend
church, and make their morning calls, and
rowed 10 the opera in gondolas, Every
does the , for even the common
have caught, or inherited, the lazi.
and indolence of the rich, and profes.
sonal follow afier your boat, row-
ing most swoutly and lustily slong, in flat

ion to their ell infirmities,

1n the evening on the Piazzetia, all Ven.
ice is abrosd—it is the rendezvous, the gath-
ging place, literally, of Jew and Gentile.
On each side siretches cafes and colonaades,
brilliantly illuminated, and the noble wjuare

]
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isell, coalains every one and every body, in
all sorts of costume. Armenion priests,
with long besrds reaching to their girdles,
jostled by some palefaced beauty, who
trips lightly along, with no covering to her

'bwi.mbu‘et black hair, twisted and

braided most elaborately. Turbaned Turks,
in flowing blue trowsers and polished top-

boots, gravely smoking their long, amber
tchibouques. M ed French, Ger.
man and Spaniard, taking their cafe noir.

Cowled monk and bare-footed capuchin,
edging through the crowd.  Soldiers in gay
bright uniforms—the commeon le, wa-
ter.carriers, and ballad singers i their pic-
turesque costume.  Greek merchanis, from
the Archipelago, keen traders they, playing
al chess across round tables. Here a story-
teller, with his laughing circle of listeners,
and close by, in front of the viceroy's pal.
ace, a band of music playing for the enter.
tainment of all.

Before you, stands the Basilica of San
| Marc, with ita marhle columns and facade ;
| the whole front but a succession of open
| arches and vestibules, all covered with the

richest mosaics, representing various scenes
{ in the life of our Saviour and St. Mark, the
patton swint of Venice. In architecture,
the church is a singular combination of va-
rious styles, the Greek and Arabic, prevail-
ing. ln fantastic besuty, shoot up turrets,
and dowes, and minarets, with numerous
gilded Greek crosses and points, dotted with
{innumerable golden balls, And for its as-
| sociations, there, far up over the porch, stand
! the four bronze horses, valuable as antique
:wu:k» of art, which once adorned the Hip-
{ podrome of Constantinople, and which, in
:l:‘";'v. Venice brought away as trophies of
| war.
| Underncath, where the light shines on the
| red marble pavement, look, that is the spot
where the great emperor Barbarossa humbled
himsell in 1777 1w Pope Alexander Third,
| who, in token of pontifical triumph over in.
| perial power, placed his foot upon his neck.
| And i you enter the doors of the old tem.
| ple, hours may be spent in admiring it nave,
and transepts, and choir, all inlaid with mo-
| saics its chapels end oratories, altars, pul-
| pits and treasury, and its five hundred col.
vmns of marble and prophyry, of every
| known kind,
| To the right stands the Doge's pelace, in
all it= barbane splendor; it frowns down up-
on you in sullen grandeur; in style and ar.
| chitecture alone of its kind, ball Byzaniine,
| ball Saracenic. Within its walls sat the
| Gieat Council in the days of the republic,
|and the immense room is still there, with
LIhr portraits of all the doge’s, save Marino
Faliero, hung around its walls. A black
cloth covers the (rame intended for him,
with a pithy Latin inscription, mying.
“Here is the place for Marino Faliero,
who, for his crimes, was executed.” In

and in a small one the Council of Three.
What stories could the walls of this lat.
ter aparunent tell ! They show you a door,
and a dark swircase in the wall, leading
from the Bridge of Sighs, up which the pre.
judged prisoners were brought 10 be ezam.
ied before this terrible inquisition; and, on
the other side, as a gloomy finale, another
door, leading down to the dungeons under
the palace; the poor prisoner was sure to
bring up there, to die by drowning, the silk-
en cord, or the axe.  And il you are cunous
and do not lear the cold and damp, take
guide and flambeay and descend 10 these
prisons, renowned for their horrible security.

of each dungeon opened upon the narrow

sibly peuetrate these massive stone prison.
houses. The next fioor is the same; only a
NAMOW passage marks out the atrangl:ng
place,” and by sundry fixtures the mode in
which it was done; a closed up door leads
o the steps down which-the prisoners des-
tined to the ** rack” were taken.

Two liwle vaulied chambers are side by
side—the one for 1he confessor (o absolve
the doomed man; the other the executioner’s
attiring room. Further on, 8 private door

dungeon, (underncach the two) below the
level of the water.  If you tread heavy, the
flooring gives back a hollow sound. It
made e shudder 1o think of the hoirible
croeliies, sufferings, and secret morders of
these poor victims of political tyranny and
ecclesiasticnl bigotry.

When Napoleon entered Venice in 1797,
the people broke open these dungeons, scat.
tered doors, locks, and bolts, 1o the four
winds. ln one a prisoner was found—he
had been confined for fificen years, and du.
ring that time had never seen a human face,
or & gleam of sunlight. The populace, with
loud shouts, brought him out on the square,
The sun's rays breaking from behind a
cloud, suddenly fell on Lis face, and he was
struck blind. Poor (ellow, he never saw
more, and so accustomed had he become to
a solitary life, that he acted like one bewil-
dered, and soon died. He was the last vie-
tim to the Inquisition in Venice, thanks to
Napoleon and his grande armee.

But I am losing mysell and you,
afraid, here in the Doge’s dungeons.

Abeve ground, once more, stand on the
“ giant's staircase,” on the platform of which
Marino Faliero lost his head, and passing
through the main gateway, into the open air,
see, on the Piazeua, in full sight, two col-
amns, of red and grey granite, surmounted
respectively, by a marble siatue of St. The.

1 m

odore, and the famous winged lion of St
Mark, the emblem of the republic. The
columns were brought from the Archipela.

o, in the 12th century by some crusading
ilo:r.-. on his rewurn from Palestine. To
the right, are the three blood.red masts, or
flagsiaffs, * from which, once floated the

tals of bionze, are elegantly wrought in bas.
relievo work, representing neptunes, tritons,
syrens. &c.

And now, leaving you alone, to gaze u
on the iofty Campanile, or steeple of St
Mark, as it towers up in all its solitary and
suately grandeur, let me shake you by the
hand, and bid you farewell. S.

Beantiful Thenght.

The seuingol a great hope is like the
setting of the sun, The brightness of our
life is gone. Shadows of evening fall
around us, and the world seems but a dull
reflection—imell a broader shade. We
look forward into the coming lonely night.
The soul withdraws into itsell. The stam
arise, and the night is holy.

The Mall of a Modern English Manclon.
“From vases in the hall
Flowers of all heavens, and lovelier than their

names,
Grew side by side, and on the pavement lay
Carved stomes of the Abbey-ruin in the .
Huoge Ammonites, snd the first bones of Time;
Apd on the tables every clime gnd age
Jumbled together; celts and cslumets,
Claymore and snowshoe, toys in lava, fans
e :phn in sphere,
' orieat ivory
The cursad Malaysn crease, and batus-clubs
From the isles of palm: and on the walls
xt the monstrons horas of slk and desr,

another chamber sat the Council of Ten, |

The first floor contains eight, in a square, |
round which you can walk; the double doun‘

corridor, and not a ray of light could pooi

proud banner of the Republic”—the pedes. |

Hermando Munoz, Dﬁw&
it must be confeased, is ing
Iov.“ml wears his Grendee honors travely.

Christ:na, and of his luck and of
her befoolery, with a pleasurable reminis®
cence of “All for Love.,” Munox “comes”
the with quite an air, wearing his
court dress spl y, and duncing with
Queen Isabel like a born prince. He
wears a very curly, black wig, which 1

is all that is false about him, 1 know a
very middlingly-placed militar, who was
well acquainted with Munor some twenty
years since, when the latter was a tobacco-
nist's enand boy, running about, sometimes
barefoot, to serve his r's cusiomers in
his native town. By interest, and with a
little money, his father obtained for the lad,
who was good-looking, and whom a mili-
tary aventr therefore suited, an entrance
into the corps of Royal Body Guards, and
Munoz once planted, knew well how to
push his fortune. He is a native of Taran.
con, and takes his dvecal-title from the
streamlet of Rianzares, which flows near
the town. Munoz has lately built a palace
there, 10 nobilitate his place of birth, like
the Duke of Leima and the Prince of the
Peace, which latter sujeto, Godoy, conlerred
this grea: favor on Badajoz. On the 5th of
the present month Munoz and Maria Chuis.
tina left Madrid together for Tarancon,
with an escort of fifty Guardias Civiles, to
assist at the [east fjlhe Virgin of Rian.
zares, which was held on the following day.
Her image is kept in the church of Taran.
con, having been presented, says the tradi
tion,by Gregory the Great, 10 King Recaredo.
Munot enriched the shrine on thi occasion
with princely gifts. The family of the new
duke gives him some trouble. He has
contrived 10 marry one of his sisters well,
but th's was no matter of difficulty, for she
is a finelooking weman.—An Overlend
Journty to Lishon.

Hreakfsst.

Breakfast has been [umed as one of the
most celightiul of meals. Andso it is to
gMUus who meet one another in all the

loom and freshness of the morning toilette,
! but certainly not to those who come down
stairs with all the marks of haste and cere.
lessness :  hair poked up in any [ashion,
'gowns unhooked, shoes down at heel, or
 ouher signs of neglect, either in male or fe.
male attire. The consciousness of this
' makes the party uncomfortable, er indiffer.
ence 10 it, is accompanied with surliness or
unamiability. In nine cases out of ten a de-
| fect of character betrays itself in the dross,
and we way take it as an index of the dis-

l‘ position.

The Smew.

BY CHARLES SWAIN.
The silvery snow ! lhs:lury snow !
Like a glory it falls on the fields below;
| And the trees with their diamond branches ap-

| pear

Like the fuiry growth of some magical sphers ;
| While, soft i-g:me. and wild nnti‘iw :llal:
{ It glitters and Hoats in the pale moonlight,
| Aud spangles the river and fount as they flow.
{Oh! who has not loved the bright, beautiful
| mow.

| The silver snow and the erinkling frest ;

How merry we go when the earth seems lost ;
Like spirite that rise from the dust of time,
To live in a purer and holier clime !
| A new creaticn, witheut a stain,
] Lovely us Heaven's own pure domain !

But, ah ! like the many fair hopes of our years,
j It glitters awhile, and then melts into loars.

tiood-Natared Fricads.

“Hes the beloved reader, in his experi.

L ence in society, never heard similar remarks
by good-nawred female friends—who al.

' ways wonder what you can see¢ in Miss
| Swith that is so fascinating: or what counld
| induce Major Jones to propose for that silly,

conducted to the apartments of the doge.—| insignificant, simpering Miss Thompson,
A staircase, now masoned up, led 10 a thind| who lias nothing bt her wax.doll face to

| recommend her*  What are there in a pair
| of pink checks and blue eyes forsooth! these
| dear moralists ask, and hint wisely that the
gift of genios, the accomplishment of the
mind, the mastery of Mangnall’s Questions,
|and a lady-like knowledge of botany and
| geology, the gift of making poetry, tha pow-
L er of rattling sonatas in the Herz manner,
I and so forth, are far more valuable endow-
ments for a female, than those fugitive
| charms which a few years will inevitably
(tarpish, It is quite edifying to bear women
| speculate upon the worthlesness and the du.
 ration of beauty. .
“But though virtue is a much finer thing,
and those hapless ereatures who suffer under
the misfortune of good looks ovght to be
continually put in mind of the fate which
| awaits them; and though, very likely, the
heroic female character which ladies ndnffire
| is a more glorious and beautiful object than
the kind, (resh, smiling, artless, tender little
domestic goddess, whom men are inclined
to worship—yet the latter and inferior sort
of women must have this consolation—that
the men do adumire them after all; and that,
in spite of all our kind friends’ warnings
and ptotests, we g2 on in our le er-
ror and folly, and shall to the end of the
chapter. Indeed, for my own part, though
| bave been repeatedly told, by pessons for
whom 1 have 5\? greatest respect, that Miss
Brown is an insignificant chit, and Mrs.
White has nothing but her petit minejs
chiffonne, and Mrs. Black has not a wonl
to say for herself, yet | know that | have
the most delightful conversation with Mrs.
Black; (of course, my dear madam, they
| are inviolable :) | see all the men in a clus
ter round Mrs. White's chair; all the youn
fellows battling to dance with Miss Brown;
and so I am wempted to think that to be
despised by her sex is a mygumpli-
ment to a woman.”"— Vanity Fair.

Characeer,

A clear unblemished character compre.
hends not only the integrity that will noto
fer, but the spirit that will not submit to an
injury; and whether it belongs to an indi.
vidual, or 0 a community, it is the founda.

tion of of i , and of safe-
ty! Prvate credit is weal blic honor
is security; the feather that adorns the royal

bird, supports hilﬂ-ﬁb—au' ip hira, of his
plumage, and you fix him o the earth.—Ju
nius.

Gold is the best metal—and purity
not subject to rost as all others; and
the best gold hath some dross. | esteem
not thet man that hath no faults. 1
him well that hath but a few, and those not
great.— Bishop Hall.

The practices of the best men are more

ject to error than their ?uo?wﬂ}
will honor their good examples; but I wi
live by good precepts.— Bishop Hall.

1 will not be so merry s ts forget God
nor so sorrowful to forget mysell.—-Bishop

own forefathers’ arms and armour hung,” | Hall

He is what ! call o buen moze,
comely and ing, with regular fsatures,
good complexion color, end charming | 74,
eyes, ojos encantadores, He is, in fact, a
very pretty i of a an. |
sew him rolling past on the Prado in the
same magnificent cami with Maria

| ‘And is thisso " sj

Vilingers ia the Greas Man's Park.

“ A hord of boys with bowi'd
a\ldlh_ﬂq-"d wicket; babies roll'd about

Litke twmbled [riiit in grass ; and men and

A dance, and flew thro' light
Tl e s e
and

lime
ltdomu"-ﬂ bees and breese from snd to

The Anthor of the Mistory of Peru.
Mr. Prescott had lost one eye by acci.
dent in his early and had, by study,
80 strained the nerve of the other,
was all bat ly blind, He at first
despaired, but he determined to try whether
be could make the ears do the work of the
eyes. He taught his reader, wnacquainted
with any but his own, to pro-
nounce the Spanish, though not exactly in
the accent of the court of Madrid. He
read at a slow and u.umblm? while
the historian listened with painful attention.
Practice at made the work easier
for both, though the reader never understood
a word ol'b:lﬂhol. In this way they
loughed along patiently through seven
Epaninh quarios. E: found at last that he
could go over about two-thirds as much in
an hour as he could when read to in En-
ﬁe'hi.m The experiment was made, and he
convinced of the practicability of
substitating the ear for the eyo, He was
overjoyed, for his library was no longer to
consist of sealed velumes. He now ob-
tained the services of a secretary acquainted
with the different ancient and modern lan.
gusges. Stll there were many impedi-
wents 0 overcome, His eye, however,
gradually improved, and he could use it by
daylight (never again in the euni::r;l: a lew
hows; though it was not till alter some
years and then with repeated intervals of
weeks and sometimes months of debility.
Many a chapter, and some of the severest
in Ferdinand and Isabella, were writtenal.
most wholly with the aid of the eyes of his
secretary. His modus operandi was neces.
sarily iar. He selected first, all the
authorities in the different languages that
could bear on the topic to be discussed. 1o
then listened to the reading of these, one af.
ter the other, dictating very copious notes
on sach. When the survey was comple.
ted, a large pile of notes was amassed,
which was read to him over and over again,
until the whole was embraced by his mind,
when they were fused down into the conse-
cutive contents of a chapter. When the
subject was complex, and not pure narra.
tive, requiring a great variety of reference,
and sifung of contradictery aathorities, the
work must have been very difficult; but it
strengthened memory, kept his faculties
wide awake, and taught him to generalize ;
for the litle details slipped through the
holes in the memory. His laber did mot
end with this process; he found it was as
difficult to write as 10 read, and procured in
London a large writing case for the blind.
This he could use in the dark as well as in
the light. The characters, indeed, might
paas for hieroglyphics ; but they were deci-
by his secretary, and transferred by
him to a legible form in a fair copy. Yet
I have heard him say his hair sometimes
stood on ead at the woful blunders and mis-
conceplions of the original, which, every
now and then escaping detection, found
their way into the fist proof of the printer.
Amid such difficulties was the composition
of the history of Ferdinand and Isabella,
heroically cempleted at the end of some.
thing less than ten years from its commence-
ment. He remembered that Johnson says
that Milton gave up his history of England,
because it was scarcely possible to write his-
tory with the eves o! others; and was stimu-
lated in the midst of his embarrassments to
overcome them. Well might he feel a
proud satisfaction in conquering the ob-
stacles of nature. Mr. Prescott had four
copies of the history first printed for him-
sell, and had so litile confidence in its im.
mediate success, that he had thought of :
ning the publication till after his death;
ut his father told him, *the man who
writes & book he is afraid to publish, isa
coward.” This decided him. The work
was published in the beginning of 1838 —
Its reception in his own country, and in all
paits or Eurooe, was such as to repay him,
if any:hing conld, for the 1ong nights of toil
by which it had been produced.-— Bentley's
Miscellany.

Female Beauty.

The beauty of a female figure consists in
being gently serpentine. Modesty and lux.
uriance, fullness and buoyancy ; a rising as
ifto meet; a falling as if to retire; spirit,
sofiness, apprehensiveness, selfl possession,
& claim on protection, a superiority to in.
sult, a sparkling something enshrined to
gentle proportions and harmonious move.
ment, should all be found in that charming
mixtare of the spiritual and material. Mind
and body are not to be separated where real
beauty exists. Should there be no great
intellectual instinet, a grace, an address, a
naturally wise amiablenese. Should intel.
lect hlmite willl:tf Itheoe, there is nothing on
earth so powerful, except the spirit,
it shall cI:‘I)I master, A )

A Nurecry FPiciare.

“We turn'd to go, but Cyril took the child,

And held her rouad the kaees against his waist,

And blew the swoll'n cfleek of a trumpeter,

While l’:;lr:he walch'd them, smiling, and the
chi

Push’d her flat hand against

his face and
laugh'd.” .

‘Aive Dangers of Power,

The sheep, exposed to be more or less
the prey of every animal, came before Jove,
and representing to him his wretched condi.
tion, prayed hin to alleviate it, Jove

mﬁm and said to the sheep,
“Thou thinkest, then, my poor creature,
that I bave left thee all 100 defenceless.

8 | Thou has but to choose thy remedy for this

defect. Wouldst thou have me to arm thy
mouth with formidable tusks and thy feet
with claws I" “Oh, no !" said the shecp, ‘I
will have nothing in common with the rav.
enous beasts.’ ‘Or,’ conlinued Jove, shall
| infuse poison into thy saliva?” <Ah,’
said the sheep, ‘the poisonous snake is an
object of such universal hatred.’ <Well,
whatam | to do? Say, shall I plant
horns upon thy forehead, and impart
to thy neck ¥ “Oh, no, no, mighty father !
I might be as ready to butt, to strike with
my horns, as the bull, the buck, or the
goat.” ‘And yet what other way is there
to prevent others from hurting thee, unless
by giving thee the power o hurt them?
the sheep; ‘then
leave me, mighty father as 1 am, The
power lo injure may awake in me the de-
site 10 injure ; and far better is it to suffer
;r:dngthanwinl&i;i:;um blessed the
sheep, and it complain.
ed no more.—Lessing. .
-

Ephaph.

Here lies that of C. B. L.
That him from well;
Which Rapt the bt of Hesres’s

eaven away.
If all his lho'lm'nulhw,
Into his heart 3 moment look; :
If still to judge him thou ineline,

O g e

}

The cariless nnd bost Kducator.
*What is wanting,” said N
day, to Madame “in order that

Campan,
tha youth of France be well educated ! | wi

*Good mothers,” was the reply.
was most forcibly struck with the
“Here,” vaid be, “is a

g g

i
sk
§2f
E; FR%
g F2Eliel
ZE%EEE!EE
5"2.?33';5_'}
EE?B??E&&

257
it
F

]
2
Ex
3

young heart from fatal wanderings or-
tors! Itis the mother to whom we look
fou the discharge of these momentous offices.
If she neglects to do it, there remains no
substitute—none 0 whom we can wrn 10
excite, purify, and foster its immortal facul.
tes. 'ho is that mother who thinks light-
ly of her influence on the minds of her
children! Let her know that on her, it
r1ay now bedqla:mdin;. whether a son is
(%Y ife ignorant of the world,
of his duties as a man, a citizen, and a
christian, or be so educated as to be a bless.
ing 1o his country, an honor t his race,
and heir to a glorious immortality.

‘The Lellege Prize for Metaphysics.
b ’ “iHow," she cried, ‘you love

e ! read and earn your
A golm beneatl an t-t’fdd M}h:
Site Diotima, teacking him that dird,

Of Hemlock; our device, wrought to the life,
Ehe rupt wpon her subject, ke on her.' ™
e T
My New Sister-in-Law.

I doubt if Adam was much stronger or
happier when he was created, than is my
brother at this moment; and | don't believe
Eve was hall as stro Iunﬁd and energetic
83 My Dew linu.in-l.:i:. hy, she oils the
tables, and makes the jam, and prepares the
breakfast, and makes Jthe butter, and glori-
fes in the dinner, attends in all particu-
lars to the affairs of her household, as if
peither canker nor cousumption were in the
earth. From morning till night she is all
energy, all life, all decision and stiong-
heariedness. And then, as to being at case—
i she had bsen born married, she couldn’t
be more s0. The:e is not a quailing of eye,
ot & trembling of nerve—so far as 1 can
s2-—in her conquering lifs; for she goes
forth like & conquerer. She is inexpressi-
ble. - As if she never knew what a doubt
meant. Then she is so wellJooking.—
Brown.eyed, small-eared, with a gracious ex-
pression; and such rich wavy hair, in its
neat braids or ity graceful aboundingness.
[ almost feel as if she might have contended
the point with Ceeur de Lion or Saladin. |
am mda mysell with admiration and aston-
ishment. And when she makes the jam,
she does not mix different sorts of apples
and her custards are delicious; and her pies
ace not only good, but pretty. And she
makes catsep. Oh! you can’t think what
a paragon she is! Then she writes letters,
and despatches them; and makes my brother
put ul?gis cap, and keep tidy; and she says,
“ Hisk ! out of that, cat!” loud enough to
destroy the nerves of a delicate cat.  And
she minds the dairy, and feeds the calves,
and sends her young sister Mary up and
down, and round about, and gives stirabout
to beggars, and sends them about their busi-
ness in the most unexceptionably clever
manner. | never was so struck down with
astonishment as at the sight of this girl; and,
with all, she is never excited—never at all
surprised.— Howitt's Journal.

Tramsttery Gricefs of Youih.
* For | was young, and oue
Te whom the shadow of all mischance but
came
Aw night to him that sitting on e Aill
Saes the midsummer, midaght, Nerway sun,

St info sunrise.”

* The Twa Dege."

The Ayr Advertiser relates an anecdote
of *iwa dogs,” belonging to the village of
Symington. A little dog had become so
much awached to uneighfming towser—a
huge wawch.dog, which was kept chained—
that he seldom left the side of his captive
frend. One morning the tiny one found his
huge [riend exhibiting unusual symptoms of
iu:ﬁmuenca and annoyance. Afier the two
had exchanged their morning salutations,
the little one, asif he had ascertained that
hunger was the cause of his friend’s uneasi-
ness, trotted away, and shortly afierwards
was scen gallopping back with a herring in
his mouth. Having laid the fish before his
frend he contioued, while the latter allayed
his appetite, to frisk about and exhibit symp-
toms of the most lively sausfaction.

The Teolls of n Newspunper Editer.

The editors of these rs most have a
most enormous task, It is not the writing
of the leading article itself, but the obliga-
tion to write that article every week, wheth-
et inclined or not, in sickness or in health,
in aflliction, disease of mind, winter and
sumuer, year after year, tied down to the
task, remaining in one spot. | have a fel.
low feeling, for | know how a periodical
will wear down one's existence. ln itself,
ing: the labor is not mani.

it appears nothing:
fest: nor isit the labor, it is the continual
attention which it requires.  Your life be-
comes, as it were, the publication. One
peper is no scouer corrected and printed,
than on ct}mu_l,mo(her. Itis an endless
repetition of toil, a constant weight

!hﬁp?lluellccl. and spirits, demandins: tlm
exertion of your faculties, at the same time
that you are compelled 10 do the severest
drudgery. To write for a is very
well, but to edit one is to yourself
to slavery.—Marryatt.

Ladies’ Mand Writing.
: “And I sat d and
llmh.hﬂuwh.nmdw":“’
Bows all ita cars before the roaring East.”

“ﬁnﬁ-“
@ “M” ﬁ
to 8 friend whaee N e

poverty-stricken—*‘come and seo me in m
wﬂwﬁaruduhnuﬂgwmﬁ
day at my windew, and have of being

long—you understand.” ~ «M,
fellow,” ud’l:: friend, tappi uh{nﬁ

pocket without eliciting the
ot o e, L-seb

living five years close 10 the bank of France
but yousee it has done good.”

! | family have some claims to

, appear a sum sufficient to sup-
him a long time. He writes 10 have a
ittle linen sent him in the

Bordeaux
on him. An anti

min the wnﬁdiun:r. epanchements of
this with his friends. His
on the
ministers : he refuses to ask ing for
them, for fear that asking justice ap-
pear in his mouth to be extorting a favor.
‘1 have tied mysell down in this respect to
the utmost nicety; | have made mysell a
law,’ be says to his brother.in-law, M. Al
luaud of Limoges who had been a second
father to him.

All these private communications betweern
Vergniaud, his sister, and his brother-in-
law, breathe simplieity, tenderness of heart,
and home. The roots of the public man
spring out of a soil of pure morality. No
trace of factious feeling, of republican fa.
naticism, of hatred w0 the king, discover
themselves in the innermost feelings of
Vergniand. He s of the queen with
tendermess, of Lows XVI. with pity.—
“The equivocal conduct of the king," he
writes in Jupe, 1792, ‘increases our
and his own. They essure me that be
comes to-day to the Assembly. [f he does
not prenounce himsellin a decisive mannes
he is bringing himself to some sad catastro-
phe. Many an effort will have to be made
to plunge in oblivion o many false steps,
which are looked on as 30 many treasons.’
And & litle further, descending from his
pity for the king to his own domestic situa-
tion, *| have no money,” he writes ; ‘my old
creditors in Paris dun me ; [ pay them a lit
tle every month ; rents are high; it is im.
possible for me to pay for everything.'—
This young man, who with a gesture crush-
od a throne, scarce knew where to lay his
head in the emvire which he was shaking.

- - - -

Scarcely has he made a little by his pro-
fession, when he strips himsell of it, and
sells the little inheritance which he had
from his mother, to pay the debts of his laie
father. By the sscrifice of all he possesses
he redeems his father's memory - he arrives
in Paris almost in indigence. Bover-Fon.
frede and Ducos of Eordeaux, his two
friends, receive him as a guest at their ta
ble, and under their roof. Vergniaud,
careless of success, like all men who feel
their own power, worked little, and trusted
10 the mement and o nature. His genius,
unfortunately too fond of indolence, loved
to slumber and give itsell up to the careless.
ness of his age and disposition. It was
necessary 1o shake him in order 10 waken
him out of his youthful love of ease, and

wh him to the tribune or into council.

ith him, as with the Orientals, there was
no transition between idleness and heroism.
Action hurried him away, but soon wearied
him. He fell back into a reverie of genius.

Brissot, Guadet, Gensonne, dragged him
to Madame Roland’s. She did not find him
manly or ambitious enough for her tasie.—
His southern habits, his lterary tastes, his
attraction towards a less imperious beauty,
continually brought him back into the soci-
oty of an actress of the Theatre Francais,
Madame Simon Candeille. He had written
for her, under another name, some scenes of
the drama then in vogue, of “La Belle Fer.
miere.” This young woman, at once a po.
etess, writer, actress, displayed in this drama
all the fascinations of her feelings her tal-
ent, and her beauty. Vergniaod intoxicated
himsell with this life'ol art, of music, of de-
clamation, and of plessute; he was eager to
enjoy his youth, as if he had a forebading
that it would scon be cut short.  His habits
were meditative and idle. He rose in the
middle of the day; wrote little, and on loose
sheets, and with his paper on his knee, like
a man in a hurry who makes the most of his
time; he composed his speeches slowly in
his reveries, and kept them in his memory
by the help of motes; he polished his elo.
quence et leisure, a3 the soldier polishes his
weapon when at rest. He wished his blows
0 be not only mortal, but brilliant; he was
as curious about their merits in point of art,
as of their political efficiency. The stone
launched, he left the recoil 1o fate, and gave
himaalfur anew (0 indolence. He was not
the man lor every hour; he was a man for
greal days.

In a state of no one would have
noticed this man in the crowd. He would
have passed with the common herd, without
offending or arresting the gaze. But when
his soul beamed forth in his features like
light on a bust, his countenance, as a whole,
gained by its expression that ideal splendor
and beauty which none of his features had
in detail.  His eloquence lit him up. The
throbbing muscles of his eyebrows, temples,
and lips, shaped themselves sccording 10 the
thought that wasin him, and made his coun.
tenance the thought itsell : it was the trans-
figuration of genius. The time of Vergniaud
was when he spoke; the 1 of his
beauty was the tnibune. When he had come
down it vanished : the orator wae ne more
dlh.:: a mere man.—Lamartine’s Giron-
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Hobrapicrrr,
“Still in the shade and in the rear of the
leadars of the National Assembly, a man
almost unknown, began o bestir himself,
moved by unquiet thoughts that seemed to
forbid him silence and repose; on oc-
casion he tried 0 speak, and attacked every
ker indifferently, even Mirabeau.—
wled‘hfm lt; u;:m he mounted it
again next day; humbled by sarcasms,
stifled by murmurs, disavowed by all par-
ties, lost to si midlhnf:nuhletuwho
fixed the publi i was ever beat-

and

heard by him
alone whispered to him in his soul, 'b,'l‘hua
men who despise thee are thine; all the
windings of this revolution, which does not
wwhkaMﬁlthhgh

and big
terrible a night. ‘St. Just lived in a smail
Mhi:thh-.:f::i—

B | have been more patient.

on »
chair, lndpn?-d o g0 to sleep. “ Wiy,
are you doing!” said e “l am

e. Do you not hear i,
wesin? Do you not know that th s igh
will probably be the last for ‘hougads of
our fellow-creatures, who are meq o 1.
moment you go to sleep, and will be -
when you wake!”

St. Just answered with one of the ooy,
mon-places of the day, and went 1y sleep.
Early the vext morning when he woke, |,
aw F""’S “P and tbw'u Hhe
room, and every mow and then presing s
face close to the window, 10 watch the duy
break, and listen to the sounds in the sypet,
St. Just asked him what brought hiy back
80 wly, and found 1 his astotishnent 1hay
he had not left the spot all mght,
“Sleep!” said Robespierre, “what' wii1
bundreds of assassins were cutting (e
throats of thousands of victims, sud while
blood, whether pure or impure, was runnine
like wates in the gutters! O 1" by ..,,;’
tinued, in a deep voice and with a sar ge
smile on his Iipn. “] have not et 10 bed
but have waiched like remors: o :
ay, | have been guilty of the weak e .,
not sleeping, but Danton, he has ooy
Ib. ‘

CTilde
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Lharaciry of Mebrapicrer

There was something of these e 1.
ments in the soul of the convertoy 4 Pt
pose which was true and pracically wi,
able; chimeras, which vanished o 1o o
tempts to apply them; fiss of rage, wii,
sought to extort by tortuce the realizatio, o
an order of things not as yet 10 the nguue ,
man. Holy hopes, vain Utopiss, 5o
ineans—sugh were the eledients tha o0
posed the social politics of this asseuh),
led w'&n two Ci"l“ﬂhi[lﬁ W et
minale the one, and herald in the o,

i ™ mm these e liden iz 1
more than any of his colleagues s plass,
religious in their purpose, chiumciia
their dotails, became sanguinary when ey
came in collision with practical 1nposan ),
ty. A frenzy ol benevolence sezd 1
Utopian; this frenzy of benevolence 1 e
same effocts as the frenzy of misch e R,
bespierre held o his chimeras as 10 11y
Had he been more enlightencd, be wyu !l
His angzer acme
from his delusions. He wished w0 be
constructor of a social regeneration. soc oy
resisted: he took the sword and (hougn:
it was permitted to man 10 make bigsel
the executioner of God. He communicors
this spirit, balf through (anaticism, hal
through terror, o the Jacobins, tw the peo
ple, 10 the convention. Hénce this contas
ol an assembly resting one hand on the res
olutionary tribunal and the instumen: of
death, and with the other writing a consu
tution which recalled the pastoral republics
of Plato or ‘Telemachus.” and beeathed i
every page, Lsod, the people, usice and
humanity. Never was so muock blood shed
on ttuth. The sk of sy 18 1o wash
oul these stains, and not 0 reect socal
justice because a deluge of blood has heen
spilled over the doctrines of Liberty, of chas
ity, and of reason.—Jb.

The Early Lest
Inecribed 1o @ Friend, on the death of har

Youngest Born.
BY WILLIAM D, GALLAGHER.

When the sofy sirs and quickoulng showers
Of spring-time make the moadows green,

And clothe the sunny hills with fewers
And the cool hollows sesoped betwee; —

Ye go, and foudly bending whers
The bloown is brighter thau the day,

Ye plack the leveliest blossom the-e
OF all that gem the rich arrmay

The stem, thus robb’d and rudely prest,
Stands desolate in the purple ewen.

The flower has withered on your bresst,
But given its perfame up to Heaven

Whea, mid our hopes that waken fears,
And mid our joys that end in gloom,
The children niour varthly years
Aroand us spring, and bud, and Sloom—
An angel from the blest above
Comes dowa among them at thelr play,
And takes the one that most we love,
And bears it silently away.
Bereft, we fesl the spirit’s strife,
But while the inmost soul is riven,
Our dear and beautious Bud of Life
Receives immortal bloom in Heavey.

AGRICULTURAL.

AcricriTune THE Besr axp Sormsr Bow
NEss.—Greneral Dearborn, in a lecturs on this
subject, states that frem careful obmervaion
made by him during a long course of years, 2nd
while an officer in the Custom House at Boston,
he had ascortained that ninety-seven out of
every one hundred merchants fail or die awel
vent. Being inthe Custom House, he had great
opportunity of seeing them rise and fall. A fow

ears would sweep a generation of them st
nkruptey, and an entirely new list of wames
would appear on the beoks. He took paiaste
inquire us to the resaits of the observation of
other persons of age and experience, and foaud
his estimate of facts fully confirmed by them
The recommeadation, thorefors, which 10/l wed
this view of mercantile ruin, was tae selection
of agricaltural pursaits for children, rather than
those of commeres. Ruch intelligences iron
sucha source, itmight bs supposed, would check
the course so prevalent with many, of pattisyg
their sons behind the merchant’s counter

Cows.—The following is good advice. The
point in which farmers are most in fralt is, ot
they overstock their farms—only half feed their
animals, let skeleton cow-frunes drag them=
selves over the premises, nad complain becamie
these dry bones do net give milk sbundastiy.
Wherever cows are kept for the dairy, it is pos-
sible and proper—itis a duty to heep them well
This can be done. 1If you cannot keep four welil,
try two; the two, well kept, will give more in-
come than foor half starved omes. The good-
ness of the cow Is determined partly by their
native properties—bat the food alen has much
and very much, o ¢o iu makiag her good other
wise. eep na more than you can feed well—
very well,—The Friead.

Favir Taxzs.—Be careful, in planting, to give
the trees a fair chanee for life and health by dig-
ug the holes in which they are wet wice and
s 80 that lhey may be sarroanded by looss
earth, that can be casily peuetraied by the ten-
der fibres of the roots which are 10 csavey sour=
ishment for their sustenance and growth. A
tree properiy planted will grow s much ia five
years us oue carelessly and badly setin, will in
ten; nad often the chanes of survivarship in de-
n.-dn’ht. o‘:' this slight circumstanca A u excel-
prevealing young frait trees (rom

becoming hide-bound and messy, wad for pro-
motiag their health and growtis. is to take s
bueket of soft soap, and apply it with a brush
to the stem or truuk, from top to bottom; this
ciennses the bark and destroys the worms or the
eggs of insects. The soap becom dissolved
by rains, descends to the roots, aud cause the

tree to grow vigorously.

advise our frieads who have colts to break, to
try the it doesno it can
certaloly do no harm.— Newbarn, N. C., Adoo-




